ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

among the grey ashes, put in fresh coffee among the old
bottoms, filled it with water, then pushed it more into the
fire*

The landlord turned to us with the usual naive, curious
deference, and the usual question:

'You are Germans?*

'English/

'Ah-Inglesi.'

Then there is a new note of cordiality - or so I always
imagine - and the rather rough, cattle-like men who are
sitting with their wine round the table look up more
amicably. They do not like being intruded upon. Only
the landlord is always affable.

*I have a son who speaks English,' he says: he is a
handsome, courtly old man, of the Falstaff sort.

'Oh!'

'He has been in America/

'And where is he now?'

'He is at home. O~ Nicoletta, where is the Gio-
vanni

The comely young woman with the baby came in.

'He is with the band,* she said

The old landlord looked at her with pride.

*This is my daughter-in-law,* he said

She smiled readily to the Signora,

4And the baby?' we asked

*Mio figlio,' cried the young woman, in the strong,
penetrating voice of these women. And she came forward
to show the child to the Signora,
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